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TO THE 
FRENCH RING. 
| 
Poets have this to boaſt, without eheir Aid, 


The freſheſt Laurels, nipt by Malice, fade, 
And Virtue to Oblivion is betray'd 


Ld. Hellifax' s Epiſt. to the E. of Dorſee. | 


*Tis to think Treaſon ſure to ſhew no Zeal, | a 
And not to write, is 2 to Rebel. 9 | 


Mr. Stepnes, 
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By Tuo Newcows, of Stopham in Huſſex. \ 
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GREAT BRITAINg"v: 


_ May it "pleaſes your r Lotti, G5. 5 
HO' I have betrayd the greateſt Vanity | in 


1 * worthleſs & Performance, to Tur 
dp Peraſall t Ram urtbly un- 


known yet the Untverſal Character of of Tour Goodneſs 


2 ement 
al "not 22 55 e ji might * 
diſpoſe Tou to ply 1 


; 210) Of | 5 
F the - ave 33 {0 Repreſent fall 5 


tis an envious Satisfaftion to find, that the Sublimeſt 


Pens have miſcarryd in the ſame ambitions Attempt ; 


but may however claim a Right to their Herbe? 


Pardon, fince their own Merits render'@ it impoſſible 
to pay 'em a Veneration, TI to thoſe Bleſſings 
ther re br fond. | _ 
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We baue bitherto,” i „ Long been” ſtarce * 
draw the Shades and obſcurer Lines of our Numerous 
Vittories; and muſt deſpair of ever ſeeing the Draught 


cope, \ "all, ſome happy Genius, that directed or 
rmes to Fx . all famſh his own Character, and 
his Nation's Glory, 1 8 65 7 50 cription of Her Triumph. 
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D iſtain'd with Blood each riſing Current flows,  _ © 


Proud of her Conqueſt, to the Victor's Thought 


_ His Breaſt ſtill glowing with a Marrior's Heat, 
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DUKE of BURGUNDY _ 


TO THE 
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SIR ere 
F yet unmindful of Ramillia's Field, 
Her Fatal Plains are loſt, and bleed no more; 
IF Blenheims Wounds forgot, #0 Terrors yield; 
And Danube rolls along, a guiltleſs Shore: 
Oh! what ayails the wretched. poor Relief 
In ſhort Oblivion to beguile your Pain; 94 5 
When the ſame dreadful! Sword that fixt your Grief, 
With bolder Rage renews the Smart again? 


Swell'd with the Glories of the Victor's Name; 
And ſadly bears along, where- e' er it goes, 
The Britiſß Triumphs, and the Ga/lick Shame. 


Surrounding States your dangerous Freindſhip fly, wit 
By Churchills aw d, forbid your Arms to own; © 7 1) 
While your brave Leaders in baſe Exile lye, | 
And Galhia's Fate in Foreign Chains bemoan. 


In vain the Po, the Betis, and the Rhine, 


Your wide extended Empare's Limits boaſt ; - 
If all her States your ſinking Cauſe decline, 
And more than Ages won, your Liſie has loſt. 


Triumphant W reaths and nobler Scenes ariſe ; 
While France ſubmits in Battels yet unfought, 
And you adorn her Ruin, and his Prize. -1tOL non axed 


ä — — 


Bavaria's num'rous States ſubmit in vain; 
Till you, that brib'd her Ruin, ſhare her Fate, 512 
And grace his Triumphs with a Captive Chain. 


Your Generals, ſummon'd by your high Command. „ 
In different Realms with qual Fate oppoſe;  -- 1 

Too weak your Arms ſuch Vengeance to withſtand, ; | 4 
When Heaven and Marlbro* both appear your Fes. | 


Tho”, proud to boaſt the Glories of your Race, | 
Vaſt hopes of Conqueſt from my Arms. ariſe; 
In your own Fears your Error you may trace, 


VALLICOOn MmVAWATLd ſne danhbth Narreiics 
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When, far from Byttels, and ſecure of Fear, 
Some bolder Hero does my Troops command, 
And bravely win thoſe Laurels that I wear. 


Of all your numerous Sons, muſt only I 
Be forc'd againſt my Nature to be bold, 
And make my Arm my trembling Heart bely, 


To guide that Sword it wants a Power to hold?- 


Oh! let me rather, to confirm my Race, 
(Of Bourbon s Blood ambitious to be thought) 
In Draughts at home long Wars and Sieges trace, 


And read thoſe Battels that I never fought. 


Let me, with you, engage a gentler-Foe, 
Not clad in Armour, or reyengeful Steel 
And in ſome ſofter Wars my Courage ſhew, 
Nor deeper Wounds than thoſe of Beauty feel. 


Exchanging Camps for Beds of finking Down, 
And trifling Honour for a Female Joy, 

Where all the danger is a Fair-one's Frown, 

That may moleſt, but never can deſtroy. 


*T was thus your Laurels with your Empire grew, 


(To Grand, your Fay'rites ſhould have added W:/e.) 15 


And all the Darts your prudent Valour knew, 


Were thoſe you courted from your Cælia's Eyes: 


You ſafely heard your Cannons diftant-roar, 
And boldly vent'ring to Beſiege her Charms, 

While rival Chiefs your conqu ring Enſigns bore, 
As bravely prov d the Hero in her Arms. 

But while you thus, ſupine in lazy State, 


To Female Guides commit your tottering Throne; | 


Oh! timely learn to view your Country's Fate, 
Andin its Ruins to bewail your own. 


Dreadfully Gay the Britiſß Hero ſhines, _ 
And in your vanquiſh'd Empire ſeeks a Foe; 

No Strength or Numbers ſtop his brave Deſigns, 
Where Honour points, and Danger bids him go. 


As when an Eagle prunes her deſtin d Flight, 
Mounting ſo ſwift, ſo high, ſo ſtrong ſhe ſoars z 
In vain, with keeneſt Search, the following Sight 
Her diſtant Tracks and airy Road explores, 


Fiercely intent upon ſome generous Spoil, 
No meaner Bird obſtructs her glorious N 3 
Pleas'd with the Danger, and adventrous Toil, 
She bears upon ſome bold reſiſting Prey. 


So bravely bent, and eager to Invade 
A ſtubborn Foe, the Britiſh Leader flies; 
Nor Hills nor pathleſs Cliffs his Courſe diſſuade, 


Where Fame directs the Chaſe, and Honour lyes. 


Not worth his Conqueſt, and beneath his Sword 
Each trembling Rival flies, ſecure of harm; 
The Great Bavaria only can afford 
A Triumph worthy to exert his Arm. 


Oftend, with all her boaſted Strength and Pride, 
Fler Guardian Waves unwilling to oppoſe ; 
Bid all her Floods in friendly Surges glide, 
MA Dich . A 15 7.19 Higher x 
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wel 


Your proudeſt Laurels won on Landen's Plains, 


And Conqueſts cheaply bought with Ages Pains, 


For Creſ Plains each Youth, his Blenheim, reads, 


| Low at her Feet each kneeling Soyereign bends, 


No thirſt of Fame Great Yaubone cer had won, 
Had but the Hoary Artift wiſely known 


| Their boldeſt 


So thick their Smoak in wavy Columns flew, 


"rx. rival Cannons from" een IOUnUNp INOary === 
Bearing their harmleſs Thunder through the Skies, 
To welcome, not. oppoſe the Victor, Roar. 
Your waving Lillies, that from every, Spire 
Added a Luſtre to the faireſt Day 
Your Foes no longer dread, or Friends admire, 
With Britiſh Lions now more fiercely Gay. 


Which you with Fame, your Troops with Glory crown'd; 


Loſt in their ſingle Triumpbs,, all are drown d. 


Poicteirs is buried in Ramillia's Fame; 
Their Harrys, Edwards, nay, and Milliam's Deeds, 
Are ſadly all forgot in Anna's Name. 


So flow'd their Tamis once, a matchleſs Stream, 
Britannia s Wonder, and each Poet's boaſt , 

Till Boyne was choſe their, high, and nobler Theme, 
And in whoſe Waves its Glories all are /off. 


And States, that ſimply tempt your Arms in vain; 
Till ſhe her brave revenging Legions ſends, 


And bids, in ſpite of France, the Suppliants Reign. | | 


See how Britannia's Youth Great Eucens. charms, 
And, mixt with his, in dreadful Order ſtand; 


What Srength muſt vanquiſh thoſe united Arms, 5 | | 


Which ſingly could a Nation's Fate command? = 
Your Liſle at laſt their envy'd Triumph falls, | 
That Troy's fam'd Seige promis'd to ſuſtain 
Whoſe threatning Bulwarks, and unſhaken Walls, 

Bravely a while withſtood their Storms in vaim 


| In her proud Works his boaſted Skill to ſhew, _ 


What Hero's Heav'n deſign d ſhould be the Foe. 


All Europe's Power in vain her Strength had try'd, 
With — 1 Waves and firmeſt Mounds enclos d; 
_harge your Troops had ſtill 4%) d, 
Had MARL BROS Valour ſept, or EUGENE not oppos d. 
But while each Youth their Leader's Arm admires, 
While Web and Lumly Act their high Command, 


Great Temple's fierce Aſſaults, and Hartford's Fires, 
What God, what Hero longer could withſtand ? 


The War ſuryeying from his clouded Throne, 
Scarce his own Heay'n the doubtful Thunderer knew, 
Their Flames appear'd ſo bright, ſo like his own. 

Each Breaſt with warmeſt Ne of Conqueſt burns, 
Once more Ramillia's bl ling Plain appears; | 
While on each Arm the doubtfu Viery turns, | 
And every Sword its Nation's Safety bears. | | 


Their Generous Leaders, brave above the reſt, 
O'erwhelm'd in Duſt, with comely Horror ſhin'd: 

Thro' Waves, thro Men, thro* 7hickeſt Ranks they preſt, 
And left each Rival, and themſelves behind. 


hen, far from g and ſecure of Fear, 
Some bolder Hero does my Troops command, 
And bravely win thoſe Laurels that I wear. 


Of all your numerous Sons, muſt only I 
Be forc'd againſt my Nature to be bold, 
And make my Arm my trembling Heart bely, 
To guide 7hat Sword it wants a Power to hold?- 


Oh! let me rather, to confirm my Race, 
(Of Bourbon s Blood ambitious to be thought) 
In Draughts at home long Wars and Sieges trace, 
And read thoſe Battels that I never-fought. 


Let me, with you, engage a gentler Foe, 
Not clad in Armour, or revengeful Steel; 
And in ſome ſofter Wars my Courage ſhew, 
Nor deeper Wounds than thoſe of Beauty feel. 


ane Camps for Beds of ſinking Down, 
And trifling Honour for a Female Joy, | 
Where all the danger is a Fair-one's Frown, 
That may moleſt, but never can deſtroy. 


*T was thus your Laurels with your Empire grew, 
(To Grand, your Fav'rites 

And all the Darts your prudent Valour knew, | 
Were thoſe you courted from your Cælia's Eyes; 


You fafely heard your Cannons diſtant roar, | 
And boldly vent'ring to Beſiege her Charms, 
While rival Chiefs your conqu'ring Enſigus bore, 
As brevely prov'd the Hero in her Arms. 
But while you thus, ſupine in lazy State, 
To Female Guides commit your tottering T 
Oh! timely learn to view your Country's Fate, 
And in its Ruins to bewail your own. 


Dreadfully Gay the Bri#:f4\ Hero ſhines, | 
And in your vanquiſh'd Empire ſeeks a Foe; 
No Strength or Numbers ſtop his brave Deſigns, 
Where Honour points, and Danger bids him go. 


As when an Eagle prunes her deſtin d Flight, 
Mounting ſo ſwift, ſo high, ſo ſtrong ſhe ſoars z 

In vain, with keeneſt Search, the following Sight 
Her diſtant Tracks and airy Road explores, 


Fiercely intent upon ſome generous Spoil, 
No meaner Bird obſtructs her glorious 2 $i} 
Pleas'd with the Danger, and adventrous Toil, 
She bears upon ſome bold reſiſting Prey. 


So bravely bent, and eager to Invade 
A ſtubborn Foe, the Britiſb Leader flies; 

Nor Hills nor pathleſs Cliffs his Courſe diſſuade, 
Where Fame dire&s the Chaſe, and Honour lyes. 


Not worth his Conqueſt, and beneath his Sword 
_ Each trembling Rival flies, ſecure of harm; 
The Great Bavaria only can afford 
A Triumph worthy to exert his Arm. 


Oftena, with all her boaſted Strength and Pride, 
Her Guardian Waves unwilling to oppoſe ; 
Bid all her Floods in friendly Surges glide, 
A Dich 7 . 75. * Higher ro 
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A rival Cannons fröm e. Fünen ee 
Bearing their harmleſs Thunder through the Skies, 
To welcome, not oppoſe the Victor, Roar. 
Your waving Lillies, that from every Spire 
Added a Luſtre to the faireſt Dayz 
Your Foes no longer dread, or Friends admire, 


With Briti Lions now more fiercely Gay. 


Your proudeſt Laurels won on Landen's Plains, 
Which you with Fame, your, Troops with Glory crown'd; 
And Conqueſts cheaply bought with Ages Pains, | 
Loft in their ſingle Triumphs, all are drown'd. 


For Creſiy Plains each Youth.his Blenheim. reads, 
Poicteirs is buried in Ramillla's Fame; 
Their Harrys, Edwards, nay, and William's Deeds, 
Are ſadly all forgot in Anna's Name. 
\ So flow'd their Tamis once, a matchleſs Stream, 
| Britannia's Wonder, and each Poet's boaſt ; 
| Till Boyne was choſe their high, and nobler Theme, 
8 And in whoſe Waves its Glories all are /off. 


Low at her Feet each kneeling Soyereign bends, 
And States, that ſimply tempt your Arms in vain; 
Till ſhe her brave revenging Legions ſends, | 5 | 
And bids, in ſpite of France, the Suppliants Reign. | 
See how Britannia's Youth Great EuGtne. charms, | 
And, mixt with his, in dreadful Order ſtand; | | 
What Srength muſt vanquith thoſe united Arms, | 
Which ſingly could a Nation's Fate command?. WO 
Your Liſle at laſt their envy'd Triumph falls, . | | 
That Troy's fam'd Seige promis d to ſuſtain 
Whoſe threatning Bulwarks, and unſhaken Walls, 
Bravely a while withſtood their Storms in vaim 
j No thirſt of Fame Great Yaubone e er had won, 
In her proud Works his boaſted Skill to ſhew, | 
Had but the Hoary Artift wiſely known | | 
What Hero's Heav'n deſign'd ſhould be the Foe. KO 


All Europe's Power in vain her Strength had try'd, 
With = ay, Waves and firmeſt Mounds caclos'd; 
Their boldeſt Charge your Troops had ſtill 4% d, 
Had MaRrLBRO's Valour ſept, or EUGENE not oppos d. 
But while each Youth their Leader's Arm admires, 1 641 
While Web and Lumly Act their high Command, 4 


Great Temple's fierce Aſſaults, and Hartford's Fires, 
What God, what Hero longer could withſtand? 


So thick their Smoak in wavy Columns flew, 
The War ſurveying from his clouded Throne, 
Scarce his own Heay'n the doubtful Thunderer knew, 


--—- 


5 Their Flames appear'd ſo bright, ſo like his own. 
| | ö Each Breaſt with warmeſt Ne of Conqueſt burns, 
1 Once more Ramillia's bl ing Plain appears; 
| W hile on each Arm the doubtfu Victry turns, 
And every Sword its Nation's Safety bears. 


Their Generous Leaders, brave above the reſt, 
O'erwhelm'd in Duſt, with comely Horror ſhin'd: 

Thro' Waves, thro Men, thro* 7hicke/# Ranks they preſt, 
And left each Riyal, and themſelves behind. 


o top their preſſing Courage vainly ſtrive; © 
When dying Troops, the crouded Breach that fill, „ 
Obſtruct their Conqueſts, more than thoſe that Lire. 


But oh! what Muſe their Max LuBRO can declare, 
When ſmiling Fate to Victory inclines; 
Whether to fin, or direct a War; | | 1 

His Conduct here, and there his Valour ſhines. 


Daring at once, tho cautious of the Foe, 

A noble Strife his Rival Virtues wrought ; 
While a ſuperiour Merit none could know, Þ i 

So well the General ed, and Hero fought. 6 i 


Tho” deſperate Troops his Glorious Way oppoſe, 
No Senſe of Danger in his Looks appears; 25 
Regardleſs of their Sword, he meets his Focs, 
And only for his Nation's Safety fears. 


Your boldeſt Chiefs the Hero's Labours own, 
And to adorn his Triumphs only Live; 

The warlike Wreaths that once their Valour won, = 1. 
Now fading on their Brows, on His Revive. . 4 


In Colours, bleeding as cach fatal Field, (655 
Your Canvas Flights adorn each Britiſb Room; 
Trembling in Paint, your braveſt Squadrons yield, 
Fall in their Verſe, and Die in every Loom. | 


All ſhew on Beds of Down Great Lewis lay'd, . 
In Scenes of Love, forgetful of his Pain; | 

His routed Troops in vain imploring Aid, | 
When both alike of waſted Strength complain. 


Tho' a weak Empire, and a ſinking State, 
Their Monarch's Pity ask, and ſeem to move; 
The faint Concern his hecdleſs Fears create, 
Is not to guard his Triumphs, but his Love. 


There bloody Fields, and mournſul Scenes ariſe, - e 9 j 
On every Plain your braveft Youth expire ; | 1 79 — | 

Not to be Conquer'd, they a Conqueſt prize, F234 21> 5.9 
And more than triumph, if they but retire. "WE Gn gt 


Here fir'd with Rage, and eager of Renown, + . 1 
From Wing to Wing the Gay Bavaria flies; 1 . 

Loſt in your Cauſe, again to fix his Crown, * A 
And what his Courage wants, Deſpair ſupplies. / 1 


When Princes hurry'd from the Pomp of State, 
For Royal Enſigns, Chains of Slavery wear; 
'Tis the pure Vengeance, the laſt frerch of Fate 
It's Malice can invent, or Rigour dare: 


- In one ſad Proof alone their Grief to»caſe 
» Heav'n can oblige the Great, the Soy'reign Slave; = 
By a ſevere, yet friendly kind Releaſe, | 

Back to recal that wretched Life it gave. jj | 

4 


They ſhew how Churchill awes, kindly Se A7 
His Youth the Flower of all your Re Wacty; 
Unknown before, he now admits a Fear | 
To loſe a Triumph, if your Squadrons fl. 
What Magick Power muſt fix your tottering State, | 
Or raiſe the Genius of your Mournful Land; 


When flying Troops confirm your certain Fate, 
And but ge the Victor, if they ſtand ? 


7 


* 


Under that Etel Choice you ſcem to lye, 


Your Empir 


Io loſe your Army, or refign your Crown; | 
8 2 Life — — K 
And if they venture to contend, their own. © 
As when the Sacred Prophet, while Inſpir d 
From Piſgah's Top he view'd the Royal Band; 


— 


Their ſpreading Tents, and lovely Hoſts admir d, | 
Nor weigh'd a Monarchs Frown, with Heay'n's Command; 
So I, Great Sir, a Rival's Fame muſt praiſe : | 


And did his Conqu'ring Arms with France conſpire, 


- 


: For Triumphs born, and finking Crowns to raiſe, 


'That Worth we Envy, how ſhould we Admire? 
Brave in thoſe Raptures which ſuch Merit yields, 
In Bozleau's Verſe his Fame would ne'er expire; 
That Muſe that ſung fo well aur wanguiſh'd Fields, 
How muſt His Victories her Voice inſpire? 


Tho? her faint Numbers ſpeak a ſtudy'd Art, 

To make the Glories of our Empire ſhine 

When fir'd by him, would find a harder part 
To curb her Fancy, and her Thoughts confine: 


Singing what Godlike Force his Soul poſſeſt, 


When Armies but in vain his Progreſs ftay'd; 


Like the tenth dreadful Wave when ot he preſt, 


And yielding Ranks his headlong Courſe obey d. 
Great Virgil's Muſe, and Homer's bolder Layes, 


Their Hero's both thro' endleſs Fame purlue ; 
Eliza's Triumphs claim'd her Spencer's praiſe; 


And Addiſon's fam'd Verſe, Great MarLBRO, You. 
Both your Unrival'd Merits juſtly boaſt, 
While all are doubtful which they ſhou'd admire, 
The Poet's Song, or Hero's Labours moſt, 
Sao wel he Sings, ſo Neb/y TOU Infpire. 


Thus fondly Zealous for your mutual Fame, 


Life to each others Worth you kindly give; 


His Heavenly Verſe exalts your Glorious Name, 


And in your Glories too his Numbers Live. 


Pate on your Arms in every Region ſmiles, 


And bids your Conqu ring Troops the World command; 
Nor riſe thoſe Tow'ring Rocks that guard your Iſles, 
Bound's to your Fame, as Limits to your Land. 


Your Dread on each Unconquer'd Nation falls, 
With Pain the Swede your Num'rous Trophies hears ; 


The Haughty Turk, as once at Buda's Walls, 


Bous his high Creſcent, and is taught to Fear. 


Tho! France Invites, and Europe's dire Alarms, 
Court him once more to waſte her fertile Plains; 
The ſingle Fame, and Terram Tour Arms, 
Curbs in his Fury, and his Mrd reſtrains. 
Each different Realm, its Dangers to beguile, 
Some watchful God, to guard her States, ſecures; 
Pan his Arcadia boaſts, his Apis Nile, 
Nome has her Jove, and Victory is Tours. 
That Peace you ask'd, your Hle may now Command 
Which France may ſhake, — undo; ; 
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"Thoſe Titles She prote&s, She firſt beſtows, 


And ſhakes or fixes ey'ry doubtful Throne; 


To Britiſh Armies, more than to her own. 


1. r N States Her great Deciſions wait, 


d to her Friendſhip as to Empire run; 


Her Sword's revengeful Progreſs to reſtrai ; 


When Ghent ſubmits, and Liſie no more withſtands, 8 


Guarding thoſe Armies, it oppos'd in vain. 


Inſtead of Phæbus Rays, Heay'n's diſtant Heat, 
A Flame much Nobler, all Her Troops Inſpires; 


Thoſe Showers that Nightly round their Temples beat, 


And quench all other, but encreaſe their Fires. 


Not Autumn's Cold, or Hills of Winter Snow, 
Her hardy General force to quit the Field; 
While Ghent yet unſubdu d, contains a Foe, 
And Brages wants Diſcretion when to yield. 


Twas not his want of Strength, or Higher Fame, 
That bid his Troops before thoſe Walls appear; 

Since where he goes, he carries, in his Name, 
The Force of Armies, and the Dread of War. 


Beſide his Laurels, in their inter Shade, 
A Verdant Pride, no other Branches ſhew ; : 
Thoſe Blaſts Sram their Beauties ſadly fade, 
Upon His Wreaths a freſher Bloom beſtow. 


Elſe had the Gay Victorious Army, -led 
By his own Bray'ry, ſooner left the Field 


When to reward his Sword, he round ſurvey'd 
No Camps to Conquer, and no Foes to yield. 


But oh! what Numbers can I bring, to ſhew r 
Our Winnendale's Defeat, unhappy Name! 
Sad and deſpairing ey'ry Line muſt flow, 
To reach the Ruin, and Record the Shame? 


Nature, that long had ſtrugl'd to undo 3 
The weak Diſguiſe that did their Terrors hide, 

Deny'd your Armies Strength to meet the Foe, 
But Vigour indly for a Flight ſupply d. 


Not their Superiour Force, their General's Voice, 
Can fix a Bravery in their drooping Mind; 

While fancy'd Squadrons riſe in every Noiſe 
Threat ning before, and preſſing on behind. EY 

Unnumber'd Foes around, their Fears ſuryey, | 
And Britiſh Legions dreadful from a-far, 

Fatally bright, their *yengeful Swords diſylay.. 
While Web direQs their Rage, and gi the War. 


Oh! let ſome other Chief, that timely flew, 
From his own Ruin, and your Armies Fate, 

With the ſad Tale * Aged Ckeeks bedew, 
And trembling ſtill, the mournful Scene relate. 


How to encreaſe Your Soldicr's wild Afright, 
Tour General's Fury with the Foes agreed; 
While thaſe proveke, and thoſe dilnade.che 


The Delphos She, whence all receive their Fate, 8 5 
Bleſt in Her Smiles, or by Her Frowns undone 


What yet is left, if ſhe our Fate Commands, ö is | 5 


While Spain her Monarch's Crown and Conqueſts owes 
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Wat end y'd Bleſſings Crown Britannia's Ile, 


By Marinrd's Triumphs, and in A N NA's 
While Peace and Plenty round Her Empire ſmile, 
Tuour Arms have ſought, and promis d long in vain. 
The homely Shepherd, in his Cottage Bleſt, 
Views all his Flocks ſecurely round him move; 
No rifling Foes his bleating Charge moleſt. 
While zhey enjoy his Paſture, he his Love. 


- 4 The luſty Swain ſurveys his ſmiling Fields, 


Which crown his Wiſhes, and enlarge his Store; 


| The fertile Glebe ſuch grateful Burthens yields, 


That he can ask, and that ſupport no more. 


At once indulgent Heav'n, and A N N A's Love, 
His Thoughts inſpire, and trueſt Bliſs beſtow, 
His ruder Muſe to thankful Meaſures move, 
And as their Bleſſings, ſo his Numbers flow. | 
So in Arcadia's ſmiling Flow'ry Plains | 
The joyous Shepherds, erſt in Numbers skill'd, 
Their Rural Pleaſures ſung in grateful Strains, 
And every Shade with vocal Praiſes fill d. 


Pan was the God, his Goodneſs was the Theme, 
That every Pipe, and Sounding Reed employ'd; 

Each filent Grove, and cool refreſhing Stream, 

As kindly He protected, they enjoy d. 

In Rival Songs, that ſpeak their Soveraign's Care, 

Britannia's happy States alike 8 
No Realms beſide ſuch enyy'd Bleſſings ſhare, 

Her Councils Guide at once, and Arms Defend. 


Firſt in the Liſt of Fame her Coweer ſtands, 

* Brightly his Thoughts, and Nervous Periods ſhine ; 
Th' Applauſe that others bribe, his Tongue Commands, 
And Great Apollo ſpeaks in every Line: 


* Strong and Harmonious every Sentence flows, 


The Ear to pleaſe, and Judgment to ſubdue ; 
While to Convince, and yet oblige his Foes, 
H.!is Senſe at once Delighis, and Conguers too. 


That Heavenly Nymph, by fierce Oppreſſion drove, 
For purer Skies to leave Her Earthly Throne; 
Her Ancient Seat may now again aprove, 


Nor bluſh from Cow ERꝰs Scales to guide Her own. 


| | % In vain Our Empire boaſts a Nobler Soil, | 


A greatful Climate, and a warmer Sky; 
If Peace, that makes all other Bleſſings Smile, 
And crowns the reſt, our Envious Stars deny. 


Each loaded Vintage, every fruitful Field, 
And Autumns that with richeſt Nectar flow; 
Thro' all your Realms their Purple Juices yield, 
To pleaſe the Victor, and invite the Foe. 


The Summers Bounty to beguile his Care, 
The wearied Peaſant but expects in vain ; 

While Waſting Troops the promis'd Bleſſings ſhare, 
And both poſſeſs the Labour and the Swazn. 


The longing Bride, impatient of thoſe Pains, 
The Dangers of her abſent Conſort move; 
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Ohl think no more his Vengeance to engage, 
Or by your Arms your Empire to fecure ; 
If thus you tremble at his Diſant Rage, 
What Strength his c/oſer Fury ſhall endure. * 


Before her numerous Squadrons croud the Field, + 
* To fave your All, let 4 N NA be Implord: 
To her Reſiſtleſs Troops your Flanders yield, 
And cheaply buy your Peace, with Hain Reſtor'd. 
Leet her Victorious Fleet their Canvas ſpread, 
And oer the Seas without a Rival Reign; 
Your proudeſt Barks, without her Friendſhip, dread 
To cleave the Ocean, or to preſs the Main. 


The Weſtern World muſt her Commands abide, 
Far as its Iſlands ſtretch, or Waters roul ; 

Where her {ſwift Sails to bear her Fame muſt Ride, 
Nor you moleſt their Courſe, or Speed controul. 


While both the Indies, ſtriving to out-do 
{ __Eachothers Bounty, gratefully prepare 
HI Their richeſt Treaſures round her Iſlè to ſtrew, 


* a 


/,* To own her Conqueſt, and repay her Care. 


Their coſtly Spices, and their ſhining Oar, | 
(The Emblems of her Sweet, her Golden Reign, ) 
Shall be her Navics Burthen, and no mae 
"Enrich your Empire, or ſupport, your Hain. 
"He faid,.. The Monarch, fill'd with doubiful Care, 
Thus fadly anſwer'd from his anxiuus" Uhrones 
Let her Victorious Arms my Gallia ſpar e. 
And call what elſe the Sun Surveys, Her own. 


